SACRIFICIAL
food which possessed me when we first landed after leaving
the Rapid. The principles remained only as a faint dis-
honest belief that it would not displease me too much if we
found the gory business beyond us. But I knew that if we
were successful I should fall upon a stew of fresh seal meat
like a wild beast.
" I suggest a knife lashed to one of these long bamboo
poles/9 said one. " I think a good swift jab to the heart
would do the trick."
" I bet it doesn't," I said. " I've seen elephant seals still
living after being shot through the palate with a rifle."
" I think if you could get him over the head with this
hatchet------"
" What about bashing his brains out with one of these big
stones? "
" You'd never hit him."
" I tell you what. You stand by with the hatchet, m
stab him through the heart with this knife lashed to a pole.
Then you go at his head with the hatchet."
" Bet you five shillings you don't kill him that way."
" All right then.    Done!"
And with their weapons poised they advanced upon the
innocent and slumbering foe. From a horrid and dishonour*
able curiosity, the curiosity that draws crowds to an execution,
I went with them armed with a second pole, the function of
which was uncertain. As we approached the enemy slept
on. One of them scratched his side and gave a long sigh of
contentment. But two of them looked at us with sad eyes
full of reproach and opened their mouths. We chose our
victim. He was a pale mottled grey and his silky tail, soft
as velvet, opened fanwise as we watched him. He rollod
over on his back and looked at us along his soft grey stomach
and his eyes filled with tears. He gave a strange Uttk
protesting gulp, followed, after a second or two, by a mcfcaffic
whistle down in his throat: They were his last words, for the
executioner, his spear upraised, struck down deep iato iifa